120                     Honore de Balzac.
frankly, my love. I will write to her that : are placed in a heart too jealous for me to to correspond with a woman who has her r< beauty, for charm, and that I act frankly i so. I wish to write this letter from myse like well that you should tell it to me.
As for my money troubles, do not be i them. It is the basis of my life, till the love, which makes everything easy to me to
Pardon me for having made known to yoi trouble. Oh, dear, always beautiful fl< ashamed to have made you know the ex mission, but you are an inexhaustible treas tion, of love, of tenderness, and I shall al you more consolations than I have troubles put into my thoughts and all my hours a li< which makes me endure all.
I wake up happy to love you; I go to bed loved. It is the life of angels; and my d< from feeling in it the discord which my wai and of liberty puts between the desires of i impulses of my nature, and the works whicl an ignoble cabin like the moujiks of Paulc were only at Patilowska! I would that yoi a moment to know how you are loved. The sure that seeing so much love, so much de great security of sentiment, you would n doubt, and vou would love in ceternum a lieshide nothing from your heart, it is it ought always to be mine. So I send you my sist chatter and the letter of Madame de C[astries] on < dition that you burn all, my angel. I know you so tet us love each other, and do not refus that which makes all accepted. In other respects, i things, angel, I am submissive to you as to God. my life, ask me to die, order me all things, except n love you, not to desire you, not to possess you. Ou
